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REALLY USEFUL WORDS 


SNIGGER: to laugh or snicker 


GUFFAW: to laugh loudly 


SIDING: a sidetrack that connects to the main track 
CHEEKY: sassy 


TRUNDLE: to move 
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You may wish to read this story before you read A Close Shave. 


hen Duck returned, and heard the freight cars singing, 


he was horrified. “Shut up!” he ordered, and bumped 


them hard. “I’m sorry our freight cars were rude to you, Diesel,” 
he said. 

Diesel was still furious. “It’s all your fault. You made 
them laugh at me,” he complained. 

“Nonsense,” said Henry, “Duck would never do that. 
We engines have our differences; but we never talk about them 
to freight cars. That would be des—des . . .” 

“Disgraceful!” said Gordon. 

“Disgusting!” put in James. 

“Despicable!” finished Henry. 


Diesel hated Duck. He wanted him to be sent away. So he 
made a plan. 


Next day he spoke to the freight cars. “I see you like 


jokes,” he said in his oily voice. “You made a good joke about 


me yesterday. I laughed and laughed. Duck told me one about 
Gordon. I’ll whisper it . . . Don’t tell Gordon I told you,” and 
he sniggered away. 

“Haw! haw! haw!” guffawed the freight cars. “Gordon will 
be cross with Duck when he knows. Let’s tell him and pay 
Duck back for bumping us.” 


Diesel went to all the sidings, and in each he told different 
stories. He said Duck had told them to him. This was untrue; 
but the freight cars didn’t know. 


They laughed rudely at the engines as they went by, and 


soon Gordon, Henry, and James found out why. 
y y. 
“Disgraceful!” said Gordon. 
“Disgusting!” said James. 
“Despicable!” said Henry. “We cannot allow it.” 
They consulted together. “Yes,” they said, “he did it to us. 
We'll do it to him, and see how he likes it.” 


Duck was tired out. The freight cars had been cheeky and 
troublesome. He had had hard work to make them behave. He 
wanted a rest in the shed. 

“Hooooooosh! KEEP OUT!” The three engines barred his 
way, and Diesel lurked behind. 

“Stop fooling,” said Duck, “I’m tired.” 

“So are we,” hissed the engines. “We are tired of you. We 
like Diesel. We don’t like you. You tell tales about us to 
freight cars.” 

“T don’t.” 

"You da.” 

“dont,” 
“You do.” 


Sir Topham Hatt came to stop the noise. 


“Duck called me a ‘galloping sausage’,” spluttered Gordon. 


“_. rusty red scrap-iron,” hissed James. 

“|. T’m ‘old square wheels’,” fumed Henry. 

“Well, Duck?” 

Duck considered. “I only wish, Sir,” he said gravely, “that 
I'd thought of those names myself. If the dome fits . . . ” 

“Ha! Ahem!” Sir Topham Hatt coughed. 

“He made freight cars laugh at us,” accused the engines. 


Sir Topham Hatt recovered. “Did you, Duck?” 


“Certainly not, Sir! No steam engine would be as mean 
as that.” 

“Now, Diesel, you heard what Duck said.” 

“T can’t understand it, Sir. To think that Duck of all 


engines . . . I’m dreadfully grieved, Sir; but know nothing.” 


“I see.” Diesel squirmed and hoped he didn’t. 


“Tam sorry, Duck,” Sir Topham Hatt went on, “but you 


must go to Edward’s station for a while. I know he will be glad 


to see you.” 


“Beg pardon, Sir, do you mean now?” 


“Yes, please.” 


“As you wish, Sir.” Duck trundled sadly away, while Diesel 


smirked with triumph in the darkness. 


Now flip the book over to start another 


Thomas & Friends adventure. 


*. 


QUPEEREERCUREEORREURCEEREGEROE. Jason... sRE EET, 


REALLY USEFUL WORDS 


GOODS TRAIN: a freight train; it carries things, such 
as coal, lumber, or grain 


SIGNALMAN: the person who directs the movements 
of the trains on the various tracks by using signals 


POINTS: a pair of movable, narrowing rails that allow 
a train to pass from one line to another 


REVERSER: the device used to make an engine 
go backward 
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You may wish to read this story after you read Dirty Work. 


S$ o Duck came to Edward’s station. 


“It’s not fair,” he complained, “Diesel has made Sir 


Topham Hatt and all the engines think I’m horrid.” 


Edward smiled. “I know you aren't,” he said, “and so does 


Sir Topham Hatt. You wait and see.” 
Duck felt happier with Edward. He helped him with his 


freight cars and coaches, and sometimes helped foreign engines 


by pushing their trains up the hill. 
But Gordon, Henry, and James never spoke to him at all. 


as cone einer 


One day, he pushed behind a goods train and helped it 
to the top. 

“Peep peep! Good-bye!” he called, and rolled gently over 
the crossing to the other line. Duck loved coasting down the 
hill, running easily with the wind whistling past. He hummed 
a little tune. 

Be A etapa 

“Peeeeep! Peeeeeep! Peeeeeeep!” 

“That sounds like a Guard’s whistle,” he thought. “But we 
haven’t a Guard.” 

His Driver heard it, too, and looked back. “Hurry, Duck, 


hurry,” he called urgently. “There’s been a break-away, some 


freight cars are chasing us.” 
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“Now what?” asked the Fireman. 
“As fast as we can,” said the Driver grimly, “then they'll 
catch us gradually.” 

They raced through Edward’s station whistling furiously, 
but the freight cars caught them with a shuddering jar. The 
Fireman climbed back, and the van brakes came on with 


a scream. 


Braking carefully, the Driver was gaining control. 
“Another clear mile and we’ll do it,” he said. 
They swept around a bend. 

“Oh glory! Look at that!” 

A passenger train was just pulling out on their line, from 


the station ahead. 


The Driver leaped to his reverser; Hard over—Full 


steam—Whistle. 


“Tt’s up to you now, Duck,” he said. 


Duck put every ounce of weight and steam against the 


freight cars. 
They felt his strength, “On! On!” they yelled; but Duck 


was holding them now. 


“I must stop them. I must.” 


The station came nearer and nearer. The last coach 


cleared the platform. 


“It’s too late,” Duck groaned, and shut his eyes. 


He felt a sudden swerve, and slid, shuddering and groaning 


along a siding. 


A barber had set up shop in a wooden shed in the yard. 


He was shaving a customer. 


There was a sliding groaning crash, and part of the wall 


caved in. 


The customer jumped nervously, but the barber held 


him down. “It’s only an engine,” he said calmly, and went 


on lathering. 


“Beg pardon, Sir!” gasped Duck. “Excuse my intrusion.” 


“No. I won't,” said the barber crossly, “you've frightened 


my customers and spoiled my new paint. [’'ll teach you.” 
And he lathered Duck’s face all over. 
Poor Duck. 


They were pulling the freight cars away when Sir 
Topham Hatt arrived. The barber was telling the workmen 
what he thought. 

“I do not like engines popping through my walls,” he 
fumed. “They disturb my customers.” 

“I appreciate your feelings,” said Sir Topham Hatt, “and 
we'll gladly repair the damage; but you must know that this 
engine and his crew have prevented a serious accident. You 


and many others might have been badly hurt.” 


Sir Topham Hatt paused impressively. “It was a very close 


shave,” he said. 
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“Oh!” said the barber. “Oh! Excuse me.” He ran into his 
shop, fetched a basin of water, and washed Duck’s face. 

“Y’m sorry, Duck,” he said. “I didn’t know you were being a 
brave engine.” 

“That’s all right, Sir,” said Duck. “I didn’t know that either.” 

“You were very brave indeed,” said Sir Topham Hatt 
kindly. “I’m proud of you. I shall tell ‘City of Truro’ about you 
the next time he comes.” 


“Oh, Sir!” Duck felt happier than he had been for weeks. 


“And now,” said Sir Topham Hatt, “when you are mended, 


you are coming home.” 


“Home, Sir? Do you mean the yard?” 


“Of course.” 

“But, Sir, they don’t like me. They like Diesel.” 

‘Not now.” Sir Topham Hatt smiled. “I never believed 
Diesel. After you went he told lies about Henry; so I sent him 
packing. The engines are sorry and want you back.” 

So, when a few days later he came home shining with new 
paint, there was a really rousing welcome for Duck the Great 


Western Engine. 


Now flip the book over to start another 
Thomas & Friends adventure. 
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